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The Search For LoveE "I think that's my 
husband's arm! And that's his Ralph Lauren shirt too!" The arm, 
opposed by many others in the same open window, was trying to gather in 
a banner hanging outside a bus. "Well he's out of uniform, 
and they're just pouring beer on it is all," laughed the young official 
in charge of the wives congregated in the field set aside for parking, 
a good two hundred yards from the bus. Now he pressed a buttery finger 
into his nipple to bring the Izod alligator onstage. She knew, of 
course, that crass people often attempted to soften their brutality 
with designer-label clothes. Swearing drifted to them from the bus as 
the men still grappled at the banner in expiring sunlight, their arms 
broiling out of the far-away window. "Goodness," she sighed. 
"Not what's on their minds. At any rate he must be new, your 
husband, or he wouldn't worry so about what that foolish banner says." 
"They're not his type, the other fellows. I'm beginning to think it's 
an awful mistake." The revolt of her husband quelled or 
rather drenched, all the arms had pulled in from the window which 
Snapped shut as, Simultaneously, the disputed banner rolled down, 
announcing ASSHOLES. Pink-filled clouds reflected in the windows 


above. The young executive shrugged at her lifted eyebrow. 

"It's what they wanted to call their club themselves. It doesn't mean 
anything." He showed her the travel voucher on his clipboard with the 
name of the club written in. "This way they get the group rate." 

"Is is too late to--?" "He'll be fine. Hey they kill ten cases 
to the airport and then it's all singing and hugging when we pour them 
on the plane, bankers and janitors a democracy of drunks." "Oh 
I don't know...what with the AIDS and everything." "They'Ll 


be safer than at home--no offense. The girls are rigorously inspected 
by their government. Besides, there's more talk than anything else. 

By the time they suck up all the free beer and booze and golf and the 
real professional sex shows--not to mention steak at every meal-- well 
the best of them can only manage...oh fewer than eight, ten contacts in 
the two weeks. Listen! Our big worry with them"--and here he 
staggered to illustrate--"is the falling down. We always make sure to 
get rooms on the first floor. And you should hear that wing snore!" 
She kicked at the weeds miserably afloat on the darkening hardscrabble. 
"I heard there were...boys mixed in the last time." His gray 
eyes lit briefly then fell to his clipboard. "Our agency's motto is WE 
CATER...PERIOD!" Besides they have to pass the health tests too. And 


the fellows--" He nodded towards the bus, strangely quiescent in the 
mellow rays. '"--who do, uh, that, uh, get it out of their system." 

"I don't want any of that for him. We don't go for that." She met his 
smug eyes so fiercely that he stepped sideways. "Hey! Nobody 


does until the first time, but not to worry. As a matter of fact you 
must let go! DRe-e-LEASE!D" He waved his clipboard and orange light 
trailed from it. "The number of the Wives' Support Group is stamped on 
your Master Card receipt." Now the bus rocked as the 
men fell out of it, raucous in Hawaiian shirts and throwing beer cans 
at each other in a gold and purple glow. 


"Good!" said the young official, "the departing ritual. They, 
uh, pee on the wheels of the bus." In seconds clouds of dark steam 
began rising from the jostling men. So did a cheer from many of the 
shining wives near the official and the reluctant young woman, upon 
which the men turned round to expose themselves, most of them shaking 
vigorously. 


After a moment all were being pushed back to the bus in a dusty 
ball of arms and legs by the huge black driver--except for two who kept 
blurringly manipulating, all the while moving sort of frog-leggedly 
forward to get the dust behind them. Some of the ladies applauded 
rhythmically but mechanically. At that distance and in that dusky, 
falling light, everything had looked like pink threads. "They're 
just disgusting!" But she thought she was seeing her own husband and 
was praying against it. This remaining pair, whoever they were, gave 
up with final, spastic flips after the driver thrust far out of his 
window and gestured violently. "It's part of the game, M'‘am. 
Better here than in a department store or schoolyard or something. 
Hey most of them are lambs for fifty weeks out of the year and then 
their wives reward them with this. Nice." "IT wonder!" 
Purple smoke is flying out of the back of the bus as it jolts 
forward, and in a few moments slides by them, all of the visible 
windows filled with men "mooning," looking like dim, tallowy 
flowers over the snapping ASSHOLES banner. "Another 
custom...that was!" shouts the official above the diesel belch and roar 
and the men's obscene choral shriek waving back to them from the 
departing bus. "I'm so used to it is why I don't laugh." The bus is 
lost in smoky afterglow. 


And a silent, velvet backwash slowly lifts the women to the cars, 
each face a golden fire, earrings aSwing with trembles of silver. The 
cars themselves are liquid in exalting light and air. Into this 


suspension sinking to a knee, the lone, surrounded man is briefly 
overcome, struck within his heart of hearts. 


